Boots strolled down Duke Street at his leisure. That nad 
not always been possible. The gases from Beardmore's once stanx 
the place out, poisoned tne air from Parknead down to tne 
women's prison in Townnead and from Hagghill up to Hogganfield 
Loch. You moved at speed in Duke Street, with a hand clapped 
tight to your mouth. But that day had gone. Beardmore's now Lay 
derelict, a 45 acre wasteland, but a pleasing signt to Boots. 
He stood on tne rail Lines which ran across Duxe Street, 
linking tne head and limbs of the giant steel works, north and 
soutn. The gate would not descend to block his or anybody 
else's patn ever again, the clanking buggies of dirty coke at 
rest for good. He raised ais head; he sniffed the air. An, yes, 
far cleaner than of yore. Not yet clean, mind you, but better. 
He wasn't looking for miracles. 


On tne otaer side of tne street a motor-car trundled past, 
a young lady steering and two young men at the back pushing. 
ine young men turned to Boots as tney went by, maybe wondering 
if tney looked as foolisa as tney felt. Boots smiled and zave 
tnem a cheery little wave, he knew them from tne gueue at the 
DSS. In a little while the car plopped into a grassy hollow in 
a side street and lay tnere, safe. The young men went on their 
way. The young lady, hands still on tne wneel, stared into 
weedy desolation. 


